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The Tragedie ofKing Lear\ 


Darnell, and all the idle wecdes that grow 
In our fuftaining Corne. A Ccntcry fend forth; 

Search euery Acre in the high-growne field. 

And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Scnl'ej he that helpcs him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Cent. There is meanes Madam: 

Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, i» repofe. 

The which he lackcs: that to prouokeinhina 
Are many Simples operatiue, whofe power 
Will clofe the eye ofAnguifti. 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, 

All you vnpublifh’d Vermes of the earth 
Spring with.my tcarcs; be aydant,and remediate 
In the Goodmans defires: l'eeke. feckcfor him. 

Leaf! his vngouern’d r3ge, diffolue the life 
That wants the meanes to leadc it. 

Enter tJMejfenger. 

Mef. Ncwcs Madam, 

TheBriccifh Powres are marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis knownc before. Our preparation Bands 
In expectation of them. O deere bather. 

It is thy bufineffe that I go about:Therfore great France 
My mourning, and iropormn’d teares hath pittied : 

No blownc Ambition doth our Armes incite. 

But loue, deerc louc, and our ag’d Fathers Rite: 

Soone may 1 hearc, and fee him. Exeunt. 


Scena Ouarta, 


Enter Regan,and Steward. 

Reg. But are my Brothers Powrcs fet forth ? 

Stew. I Madam, 

Reg. Himfclfein perfon there? 

Stew. Madamwithmuch ado: 

Your Sifter is the better Souldier, 

&g,Lord Edmund fpakc not with your Lord at home? 
Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What n ight import my Sifters Letter to him ? 
Stew, I know not. Lady. 

Reg, Faith he is poafted hence on ferious matter: 

It was great ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
To let him line. Where he arriues, tse moues 
All hearts againft vs: Edmund, 1 thinke is gone 
In pitty of his mifery, to dilparch 
His nighte d life: Morcouer to defery 
The ftrengtlv o’df Enemy. 

Stew. I muft needs after him, Madamjwith my Letter. 
H^g, Our croopes fet forth to morrow, ftay with vs: 
The wayes arc dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Maflam : 

My Lady charg’d my dude in this bufincs. 

Reg. Why fhould fhe write to Edmund ? 

Might not you tranfport her purpolesby word ? Belike, 
Somethings, I know not what, ile louc thee much 
Let me vnfcaie the Letter. 

Stew. Mac!am,I had rather—— 

Reg. I knowyour Lady do’s not louc her Husband, 

[ am lure of that: a no at her late being heere, 

She gaue Grange Blinds, and moft fpesking lookes 
To Noble Edmund . I know you are of her bofome. 

Stew. IjMadam? 


Reg. I Ipeakeinvnderftandine: Yare*Ti^ i—* 
Therefore I do aduife you rake this note : 0VV c * 

My Lord is dead : Edmond, and 1 hauc talk’d 
And more conuenicnt is he for my hand * 

Then for your Ladies: You may gather more. 

If you do findc him, pray you giue him this ; 

And when your Miftris heares thus much from vou 

I pray defire her call her wifedome to her, ' U * 

So fare you well: 

If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor 
Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off. * 

Stew. Would I could meet Madam.I IhouWn,. 
What party I do follow. lt!,hew 

Reg, Fare thee well. _ 

cxtHtit 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter Gtouceffer, and Edgar. 

Clou. When fhalll come to th’top of that f arae hill ? 
Edg. You do climbe vp it now. Look ho w we labor 
Clou. Me thinkes the ground it ceuen. 

Edg. Horrible fteepe. 

Hearke, do you heare the Sea f 
<jlcu. No truly. 

Edg. Why then yourothcr Senfes grow in>p«f f * 
By your eyes anguifh. ‘ 

Clou. So may it be indeed. 

Me thinke* thy voyce is alter’d, and thou fpeak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter then thou did'ft. 

Edg. Y’are much deceiu’d: la nothing am I chang’d 
Butin my Garments. b 

Clou. Me thinkes y’are better fpoken. 

Edg. Come on Sir, 

Hcerc’s the place : ftand ftill: how fearefufi 
And dizde ’tis,to caft ones eyes fo low, 

The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway avre 
Shew fcarfe fo groffc as Beetles. Halfe way downe* ' 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadful! Trade: 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 

The Fifliermcn, that walk’d vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice: and yortd tall AnchoringBarke, 
Diminifh’d to her Cocke: her Cocke,# Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Sume, 
That on th’vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more, 

Leaft my braine turne, and,the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Clou. Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Giue me your hand.- 
You are now within a footc of th’extreme Verge : 

For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpvight. 

Clou. Let go my hand: 

Heere Friend’s another putfe tin it, a Icwell 
Well worth a poorc owns taking. Fayries, and God* 
Profpcr it with thee. Go thou further off. 

Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir, 

Clou. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpaire. 

Is done to cure it. 

Glou. O you mighty Gods 1 
This world I do renounce,and in your fights 

Shake 
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Shake patiently my great affli&ion off: 
jfl could beare it longer, and not fall 
Toquarrell with your great oppofcleffe willes, 
l^ly fnuffe, and loathed part of Nature ftiould 
g U f ne it felfe out. If Edgar liue, O bleffc him: 

^ow Fellow, fare thee well. 

Rdg> Gone Sir, farewell: 

And yet 1 know no t how conceit may rob 

The Treafury of life, when life it felfe 

yeelds to tbeTheft. Had he bin wherehcthought, 

gy c his had thought bin paft. Ahue,or dead? 

Hoa,you Sir: Friend,heare you Sir, Ipeake: 

Thus might he paffe indeed: yet he reuiucs. 

What arc you Sir ? 

Glow. Away,and let me dye. 

Edg. Had’ft thou beene ought 
ButGozemore,Fcarhers, Ayie, 

(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thou’dft ftiiuer’d like an Egge : but thou do’ft breath: 
Haft hcauy fubftancc, bleed’ft not, fpeak’ft,art found, 
pen Malts at each, make not the alcitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell. 

Thy life’s a Myracle. Speake yet againe. 
glott. ButhaueIfalne,orno? 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the fhrill-gorg’d Larke fo tarre 
Cannot be feene, or heard :Do but looke vp, 

Glou. Alacke, 1 haue no eyes : 

Is wretchednefie dcp'riu’cLthat benefit 

To end it felfe by death ? ’Twasyet fome comfort,) 

When mifery could beguile theTyranrs rage, 
Andfruftratc his proud will. 

Edg. Giuemc your arme. 

Vp, fo: How is’t l Fecle you your Lcggcs? You ftand, 
Glott. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is aboueall ftrangeneff*-, 

Vpon the crowne o’th’Clitfe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

glou. A poore vnfortunatc Beggar. 

Edg. As] flood heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moones: he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waued like the enraged Sea: 

It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 

Thinke thatthe cleereftGods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impofiibilities, hauc preferued thee, 

Glou. I do remember now : henceforth lie beare 
Affli&ion, till it do cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man: often’twould lay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 

But who comes heere ? 

The fafer feme will ne’rc accommodate 

His Mafter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
King nimfelfe. 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight! 

Lear. Nature’s aboue Arc, in thatrefpe&Ther’s your 
Preffe-money.That fellow handies his bow.like a Crow- 
keeper: draw meeajCloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a 
Moufe: peace, peace, thispecce of toafted Cheefc will 
doo’t. There’s my Gauntlet, Jleproue it on a Gyant. 
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird: i’th’ 
clout, i’th’clout: Hewgh. Giue the word. 


Edg. Sweet Mariorutn. 


Lear. Pafle. ' 

Clou. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha 1 Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee 1 had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blackc ones were there. To lay I, and 
no, to euery thing that I Laid : I,and no too.was no good 
Diuinity. When the rainc came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found ’em,therc I fmelt ’em 
out. Go too, they are not men o’their words; they told 
me, 1 was euery thing: ’Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe. 

Glou. The trickc of that voyce, I do well remember: 
Is’t not the King? 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 

When I do Hare, fee how the Subieift quakes. 

1 pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 

Adultery ? thou (bale not dye: dye for Adultery ? 

No, the Wren goes too’t, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Dosletcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue: 

For Gloufters baitard Son was kinder to his Father, 

TIicd my Daughters got’tweenc the lawhill ftieets. 
Too’t Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers. 

Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face betweene. her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vcrtiic,& do s (hake 
the head to heare ofpleafurcs name. The Firchcw, nor 
thefoyled Horfegoes too’ewith a more riotous appe¬ 
tite * Downe from the v.afte they arc Centaums, though 
Women all aboue : bur to the Girdle do the Gods inhe¬ 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There’s hell, there’s darke- 
nes,thercis the fulphurouspit; burning, fcalding-ftench, 
confumpeion: Fye,fie, fie; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce 
ofCiuet; good Apothecary lwceten my immaginacion: 
There’s money for thee, 

Glou. O let me kifle that hand. 

Lear. Lee me wipe it fii ft. 

It fmclles of Mortality. 

Cleu. O ruin’d pcece of Nature, this great world; 
Shall fo weare out to naught. 

Do’ft thou know me i 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doft thou 
fquiny acme? No, doe thy word blinde Cupid, Ilenof 
loue. Reaie thou thi»challenge, markc but the penning 
of it. 

Glou. Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee. 

Edg. I would not cake this from report. 

It is, and my heart breakes at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glou. What with the Cafe ofeyes? 

Lear. Oh ho, arc you there with me? No eies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfc? Your eyes are in a hea- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 


goes. 


Clou. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world 
gocs.wifh no eyes. Looke with thine cares : Sec how 
yond Iufticerailes vpon yond fimple theefc. Hearke m 
thine care: Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the luftice.which is che theefe : Thou haft feene a Far¬ 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Cjlott. iSir. 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
mi ght’ft behold the great image of Authorise, a Dogg’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcail Beadle,hold thy bloody 
hand: why doft thou la fla that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly lufts to vie her in that kind. For which 
thou whip’ft her. The Vfurcr hangs the Cozener, Tho¬ 
rough 
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